The Feast of Saint James the Great 


Dear Fantastic and Imaginative Servant of the Lord, 


We have sent this letter to several pastors in your beautiful historic city, which was named after one who always 
strove to speak plainly, that he might be understood by all. It was even said a fish could understand him. Most in 
your lovely city might now think of him asa fine hotel, but we use his plain speech as a model. We make it harder 
on ourselves by also avoiding the use of names. We trust you will know who we mean. This second idea extends 


to ourselves. But in that case you will not know who we mean, nor will you ever. 


Along the way in this letter, other great teachers and healers are models for us. This will be fun, to make it just as 
clear to you who each one is. First, there was one of faithful and joyful teaching, who once wore huge white 
clown shoes through the streets of Rome and became so loved that, 16 centuries after the first, that city decided 
it needed a second saint for itself. We use his cheerfulness as a model. Second, the patient mother who believed in 
her son and after many years finally brought him to the Lord not long before she passed. In grief and in gratitude 
to her for his salvation he wrote his Confessions. We use her wisdom as a model. But also, there was a devout and 
powerful queen, whose king husband and their son founded the most powerful kingdom in Europe from the 
10th to 12th centuries. At its greatest extent, it stretched from the kneecap of Italy all the way to the North Sea. 


We use her kindness as a model. 


That was fun, wasn’t it, pastors? But we wouldn’t want you all to get the idea this letter is all fun and games. 
There are many other great and noble servants of the Lord we take as models. There is only one more we will 
mention now because we ought to get to the point. This model was so courageous and faithful to the Lord he 
volunteered to be slowly starved and thirsted to death at history’s most infamous death camp, taking the place of 
a man with a family. Yes, pastors. This man is a model for us too. The model we use him for is seriousness. For we 


assure you, pastors, that this letter is as serious as the fires of hell. 


We are gathered here now on the feast of this great epistler. We know what you’re thinking. Opus Dei! You 
should hear the roars of laughter here pastors. Thanks a lot! Figures you’d see those mundane shoeshine boys in 
us. No pastors, we are no religious organization as you understand it. Not that very much under the Sun or the 
Son is anything much as you understand it. But we have been observing you both from up close and above for 


some time now and while some in your vicinity are doing adequate or better work for the Lord, you are not. 


We have viewed your sites on the web. Your churches are structured like corporations with fancy job titles while 
you rail without irony against the hierarchies of other churches. Your faces in your professionally shot 
photographs smiling at us and looking us right in the eye are trying awfully hard to reassure us of the goodness 
of the person hiding inside. When finally even our sort tire ourselves navigating past all the goodies you offer 
your congregants for their careless enjoyment and for their precious self esteems that are as fragile as you pastors’ 
masculinities are, your charity missions into the community for the hungry and homeless and lonely turn out to 
be as piddly and weak as your faith in anything other than the idea that the only reason the Creator of All 
became Flesh and served and suffered and sacrificed was so you could avoid doing all three as much as possible 
while teaching the world to honor Him in this way too and furthermore to even further dishonor this 
dishonorably dishonored honor by portraying Him as an annoying idiot who can’t ever shut up about how great 
He is in utter gross and cheap betrayal of everything the Son of Man and His Father too is about. That you 


imagine you're doing anything else is cute but predictable to us. 


Rest assured, we can see you for what you are far better than you have the guts to see yourselves, unless you are 
less asleep than you seem and are secretly perfectly aware of the craven depths of your crass cynicism. We mock 
you. But it is already you who mock your city’s patron with your false words, Rome’s Second Apostle with your 
false joy, the patient Algerian mother with your false wisdom, the great Saxon queen with your false kindness, 
and the Polish more-man-than-your-daddy-will-ever-be with your false seriousness. You’re serious about not 
much more than second and third helpings, what your next shamefully luxurious automobile will be, your 
worship shows that dwarf any Las Vegas residency in tackiness, and pressuring your accountants on pain of 
termination to discover what’s an even lesser amount of charitable work you can do to still maintain your tax 


exempt status. 


Don’t worry pastors, your teaching of the Word of the Lord to your flocks is as poor as the Imitation Christ you 
selfishly and gutlessly present as the selfless Imitation of Christ you are truly called to by your duty. The 
Protestants among you come in for particular razing on this one. We will use names in this part to be sure even 
you supposed Protesters of Catholicism can get it. It is as if, to use a happy reference, Madonna is all these 
decades later still unloading on her conservative parents. But after rebelling against them to go her own way, she 
has slowly gotten tired of all that work to reinvent herself and now just does whatever the hell Elton John tells 
her to do. Your ancestors fought to read and think the Word of the Lord for themselves in their own language 
and now your congregations treat the Word as if it’s still in Latin and only you their for-some-reason trusted 
pastor and no other since you are so perfect an interpreter of the Word can tell them what it means, in pure 
offense to the responsibility of the freedom they little realize was fought and died for to even be grateful for it 
due to your dereliction of their education and most likely your own in the very faith you all never cease loudly 


proclaiming is so very central to your wonderful and wisely led lives. 


It is inscrutably imponderable. Even here, from where we are. In our discussions we suppose it must result from 
a culture writ large in which the hunger for pleasures in the body so consumes it has all but devoured the life of 
the mind. The kind Teutonic abbess wonders if you’ve ever even heard of the 30 Years’ War that raged both 
within and without the empire her family founded, because she doubts you’ve ever heard about her. You are like 
ungrateful spoiled children who toss aside your intellects as though they are not the best gifts that were by the 


Good Lord given you. 


Regale us, pastors. Tell us of the lively discussions that grace your well coffied and even better danished Sunday 
Schools wherein the true terms of salvation are bandied about in earnest and thoughtful devotion. Meanwhile, 
we shall sell you the hybrid cable-stayed/suspension bridge that spans the tidal estuary inaccurately known as the 
East River. We know quite well after two millennia of arguments about Christ’s true nature and the Eucharist’s 
true nature and the true natures of anything else the believing of which solves nothing for the kindly actions our 
Lord calls us to, your discussions likely conclude how many of us can stand on the head of a pin and not much 
else. We know you cannot help but to discuss little of true import. You speak as if the Holy Scriptures consist 
one-third of sexual purity laws. You in vain and weak haughtiness overstep massively your bounds in passing 
judgment on the matters of others, most shamefully those that believe not as you, that are none your business in 
any measure and flatter yourselves embarrassingly in doing so considering how poor your judgment of all aside 
from what to have for lunch is to begin with. We can see you far better than you will ever see yourselves, rest 


assured. 


Most assuredly, pastors. Rest assured, we see you now not only better than you see yourselves. We see you far 


better now than you will ever even begin to see us for what we are, and that we promise you. 


Shall we finish you now? The lord you pastors truly worship shares a name with no deity, real or unreal. The 
deity you worship is nothing but pure selfishness, posing in pure cowardice as pure righteousness. Do you go out 
into the community personally to serve the hungry and unsheltered where they actually are? Of course not. You 
might get their filth all over your shiny new suit which shows the world that your idea of good taste is as poor as 
your idea of being a good man, a good citizen, a good Christian, or a good human being. We’ve seen all of you 
and it is plain as day how terrified you are of anyone finding out what truly weak and cowardly specimens of 


manhood you’ve always been. Your transparent effeminacy makes the Martyr of Auschwitz vomit from Heaven. 


But do not worry. He does not suffer. All end to suffering is his eternal reward. He vomits with joy and laughter 
along with the Apostle of Joy. They are both laughing to tears at this very moment at how little you are what you 
pretend to be. Not even in the “He gives a hell of a sermon!” category do you shine, unless that statement is 
meant literally. You speak not with the silver tongue of your beautiful city’s patron but with the forked tongue 


of the Devil’s incarnation to the first woman. 


Are we breaching the great devout queen’s model of kindness here? We are most certainly not. We are being 
most certainly kind to you, by being most certainly honest. Because that honesty gives you chance for reform 
you have already proven you do not deserve. Yes, pastors, we are being more than kind! That faithful mother 
from the sandy Berber lands weeps at how little her wisdom has ever been your model, and maybe even the 


model of whoever it was that raised you and thus helped you form your values. 


But do not worry. Do not worry about her. Why would you anyway? You’ve never thought of her as anything 
but something a little bit of which you need in your life in order to dance Mambo #5. If you could still dance it, 
that is, with your earthly body so greedily glutted with tasty treats for your yummy tummy. No, don’t worry. She 
weeps not in sorrow but in joy along with her son. Her son, to you pastors, is a putting green. Did we pick the 
wrong kind of grass for that, pastors? Of course we did. That’s something you would know about. Being a 
Christian that’s worth a damn certainly isn’t, unless that statement is meant literally. Tears of joy, tears of joy, 


throughout all of Heaven! And also vomits of laughter! Why, they ought to make an emoji for that. 


But do not worry. Unlike you, the vomit does not disgust. For like the tears, they are nothing but pure Holy 
Spirit. Puking joy and fun all over Heaven. 


You are such brave and stunning men of the cloth. And rest assured men you all are, in at least a technical sense. 
The few differently equipped pastors in your area are mostly doing work that puts yours to shame. They’re not 


just godlier than you are, they’re more men than you are too. 
P. S. 


Oh. We almost forgot, didn’t we? One last tidbit. That number in the Revelation, there seems to be some 
argument? Judge for yourselves from what you have thus far read if we have wisdom. We have berated you just 
for the saints’ amusement, and truth be told for our own. That was just for fun, as for our disassembly of you we 
merely noticed the sheerness to nonexistence of your soteriology. We must explain this because we know that as 
mean and base at heart as you are, you’re equally not-smart and so otherwise you will interpret what you have 
read as ad hominem rather than the plain facts any kindergartener one-twelfth your size, age and ego and yet 
twelve times your pretty-much-everything-else can see clear across the nursery school playground which is where 
you truly belong with your toys and your favorite goodies and your still being taught how to share, and also they 
still have to give you the baby scissors because they know you'd be running with the sharp ones. Back on track, 
the number. Every time you say the name of the Lord it expresses your faith. As faith without works is deader 
than dust, every expression of faith with the mouth demands timely action of good works with the hand. Every 
single one. Not some dumb idea of a good work you would come up with, something just for show that will 
look good on camera. A meaningful action for the least of these. If you don’t really care about them and can’t be 
bothered, keep His name out of your damned whore mouth. Now is where we get to the fun part. Those three 
numbers mean the Third Commandment. It requires you read it not as 6s three but 3 to 6th the power. That is 


the trick. The original Revelation that divine one wrote makes it less unclear but it survives no more as you 


know. Every breaking of the Third compounds by itself 6 times. First to the Father then to the Son then to the 
Holy Ghost because it breaks your promise to that which first was your generous Creator and then was your 
suffering Savior and all the while was your patient but unheeded Master. We are now at 27, pastors. That is the 
number of bones in the human hand that lies useless as you take the Lord’s name vainly. That is also the number 
of books in the Testament the New servants of the Lord passed on to you so you could go out of your way in 
service to yourselves to miss the point of everything they were saying. But we are only halfway to the final 
number, pastors. For this damnable infraction compounds further to thought, word and deed against all three 
Triune Persons. As this damnable infraction of the 20 and 7 is never considered such, sin of thought takes your 
sin 3 again to 80 and 1. Now pastors you should feel lucky it is we you have as your teachers here. As Sacred 
Harmony is well known as our speciality, we can explain the Three Great Discords in the order they are sounded. 
The 3rd of Pythagoras grates unhappily with the Lord-given 3rd at 80 as your sin of thoughtlessness goes to just 
1 greater. Now here is what happens, pastors. As the out of tune din of sin at 81 is never heard much less retuned 
to pitch by your tin ears of woe, all Commandments from One to Ten find themselves by you in constant 
repentless infraction as a matter of course. You put yourselves as gods before the Lord daily. You dishonor your 
parents and all your ancestors routinely. To covet that of others is closer your main goal than something 
shunned. So then to 200 and 43 by 3 again your sin is taken for sin of word. This forms the Limma of 
Pythagoras whose dissonance is mere the greatest in most music that the mortal ear can stand. But the 
calculation is not quite complete. It is 3 again one final time for sin of deed to 700 and 29. The Upper Tritonus. 
Mi contra Fa. Diabolus in Musica. Whatever you may call it. The two first Discords are of easier fixing. The 
Comma of Didymus at 81 for sin of thought could be brought in tune to the sweetness of 80 if your ear and 
mind were trained by you better. The Limma with its sin of word has in fact a great beauty despite the great 
tinge of pain it causes, when its resolution in perfect agreement at the Prime or sweet harmony at the minor 3rd 
happens, which it may if your treatment of dissonance and language becomes well minded. But sin of deed in 
the Tritonus on its own is simply ugly. It is the worst and most avoided dissonance in melody because of where it 
lies in the scale, and in sin for how it lies to the sinner. Resolution from 700 and 29 to the Perfect Consonance of 
the Sth at 700 and 68 is entirely possible. But you all insist on hanging on to the worst discord you can in 
defiance of both harmony and goodness. It was not 666 it was 729. A human number indeed. No it isn’t the 
parlor game in the name of a politician like any clown might suppose. It is the number of poorest harmony in 
human carelessness and greed taken to exponential degrees. You were told there would be no math, pastors. The 
calculation of the number is no Revelation to us. It’s the astronomical numbers of your penance we’re having 
trouble with. Best of luck. Could any amount of good works by your soft hands possibly redeem you now? We 
don’t know if even the Redeemer knows. In any case, it is as you might say above our pay grade. You are as 
opposite of the Christ in your behavior as He is the opposite of the annoying idiot you create Him as in your 
own image, and the opposite of anything you would ever consider worthy of your love. The actions of pastors 
such as yourselves have deceived whole nations including your own into a detestably weak, lazy, selfish, cruel, 


false and greedy vision of the great Christ’s holy mission. If that is not anti-Him, what do you think is? 


